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	1. Anomalous Materials

**We all know about Gordon Freeman's absurd luck, but what if it hadn't found him?**

Gordon walked into the front office. He was still completely enraged about the time the train had told him. Was he that late _again?_ The security guard babbled about something to do with messages and software failures. Gordon was too angry at himself to hear properly. Just before he walked out, he pressed the alarm.

"What the hell, Gordon," said the security guard, "are you trying to get me into trouble!?"

Yes, Gordon spray-painted on the nearest wall. Gordon stalked off into the halls, ignoring the complaints about the ties. Gordon had to admit that they looked incredibly ridiculous. He bumped into is friend Calhoun.

"Why're you so upset?" said Barney. "Catch me after work, I'll buy you a beer." That got Gordon a bit happier.

Gordon signed his approval. With his spirits raised, Gordon walked into the locker room to take a look at the HEV suit. Gordon was visibly distressed. What the hell was supposed to protect his head? He slipped into it and opened his locker. "Oh, good! A battery!" Gordon thought sarcastically. He charged his HEV and hoped it would make an energy forcefield around his head.

Gordon walked down into the break room. He was _really_hungry. He stole whatever cheap food was in the microwave. Some kind of instant noodle, with a sickly green colour. Who cared anyway? Gordon ate it. He walked over to the airlock, where a guard let him through.

Gordon walked through the left side and took the elevator down. It didn't matter which side he took, but he preferred the left. He walked down another hall, and a couple of scientists activated the retinal scanners. Gordon cursed his decision to not get retinal clearance. He walked down yet another hallway, saw a computer blowing up, and came to the last "security check."

There was something about deviating from standard procedures and a resonance cascade, whatever the hell that was. As they started to activate the retinal scanner, Gordon was full of confidence.

Gordon walked into the test chamber. After waiting for a minute, he was told to climb up a ladder. He expected to manually override the anti-mass spectrometer and type obscure lines of code. Instead, he was told to flip a switch. Gordon, fumed. Once the anti-mass spectrometer was at 105 percent, he had to push the carrier. This made _great_use of his MIT education and Ph.D. in theoretical physics. He saw a green beam as the crystal smashed into the phaser. There were cries of distress from the scientists.

Gordon blacked out, and woke up in a ruined test chamber. Monsters were… appearing. He blacked out again, and woke up in another dimension were some monsters were drinking from a pool. He blacked out again, and a circle of creatures were around him. As they started to chase after him, he woke up. He couldn't remember anything. He was covered in blood, and figured he had severe brain damage. As he died, he cursed the science crew for not making a helmet.


	2. Unforeseen Consequences

**Sorry for not posting in a while, I had just gotten Half-Life 2 episodes 1 and 2! Please don't hate me D:**

Gordon, mysteriously unharmed by anything, walked up to the door of the test chamber. It was completely destroyed. He Jumped up and slid through, like a snake, although he thought of a sandworm in an HEV suit. There was blood strewn over every wall. Gordon used the broken retinal scanner, and, to his surprise, it worked. He walked into the next room, in which there was an injured and an uninjured scientist. They jabbered on about getting to the surface, and walked up to the retinal scanner.

Gordon went through the door, only to have a large cart fall on right in front of him. He cursed and jumped back, tripping on some random guy's entrails. A laser suddenly shot out, and he decided what to do. Would he go under or over? He thought under would be easier, but he waned to show off, causing him to do the sandworm thing again. Sandworms were his favourite animal. He saw another laser, but before he went past he waited for the laser to blow a security guard to bits. Gordon thought he was probably stupid anyway.

He walked through to a wrecked room. That's what they would all be like, anyway. Suddenly, a watermelon sized hot poocket appeared and tried to eat his face! Gordon high-tailed it out of there and came to a room with a high powered laser. Gordon was about to sandworm again when the laser smashed the door. Gordon sandwormed over the laser and went through the hole. All the while he was struggling to make up a name for the hot pockets. Maybe: Headcrabs. Gordon liked that one.

Gordon, walking over to a locked door, swore and swore, resolving to starve to death, until he saw something lying on the ground. A crowbar. He picked it up and smashed the glass on the door. He walked through and came to an elevator. He pressed the button and an elevator smashed into the ground. The door opened, so he climbed up the maintenance ladder and saw a guy fighting a zombie. That zombie killed him, so Gordon hit it with a crowbar.

He picked up the pistol. Only 7 rounds and no extra ammo. That was a stupid security guard. He walked through a couple of zombie rooms, swinging his crowbar along the way. Later, he came to to the room with the alarm and stuff. He was mildly embarrased about that, and went through a hole in the wall. More hot pockets. He shot them all and ran through to the next room. There were a few dead scientists, but he pressed on until he found a lever. He pickd up some ammo from a dead guard, and pulled it A lift moved down, so he jumped on. Headcrabs swarmed down in huge numbers, but Gordon managed to hit every single one.

He walked through the next few rooms, only to find a… Bullchicken. It smahsed the catwalk, falling to its death, and Gordon jumped past. Suddenly, Something grabbed his neck. He tried to smash it with his crowbar. It stuck. It slowly pulled him up, until, with one bite, Gordon no longer had a head.


	3. Office Complex

**Sorry for not posting in so long! I forgot about the story :(**

**I apologize for any spelling errors. My computer doesn't have spellcheck.**

At this point, Gordon has mysteriously gotten to an elevator leading straight to the office complex. _Well, at least it's one level closer to the surface,_ he thought. Suddenly, Gordon saw some more headcrabs. He was about to shoot them, when a live wire fired off a bolt of electricity and blew it to bits. The second one, seeing Freeman, leaped with all its might. It almost got to Gordon's head, but instead of a row of teeth, it was a splash of green blood that got in his hair. The final headcrab followed suit.

Gordon was about to kill himself with the wire, when he saw a grate a few metres away. Using his immense grasp of theoretical physics, he judged that he might die if he went for the grate. He went for the grate and, surprisingly, did not die! His foot, however, was very sore when it scraped on the rusty grate. The HEV patched him right up, so at least he didn't get tetanus. Gordon slapped himself as he remembered: Rust cuts do not cause tetanus! It is the bacteria!

Soon he got to another grate. He smashed it open and walked through just in time to see a barnacle smash open the ceiling and eat a scientist. _Charming,_ Gordon thought as the scientist in the corner babbled about predicting everything that happened. He opened a door in the corner that said HIGH VOLTAGE. He flipped the main power switch and came back to the hallway. The wire was no longer spewing random bolts of electricity.

Gordon went forward past a wooden section of wall. A zombie was breaking through, so Freeman hurried along past some crates and a headcrab to a supply room. A guard was going to to let him in, but a zombie was about to kill him! Gordon shot the zombie, killing it with two well placed rounds, and the guard let him in. As soon as Gordon walked into the room, he noticed something. The guard had a shotgun! Gordon ripped it from his hands, took all the supplies and ran out of the room and killed the zombie that had just broken through a wall.

He came to a room with water knee-deep. The broken lightbulb's wire was electrifying the water. Gordon thought that was ridiculous and that whoever built this universe should get a job. A headcrab jumped, bounced off a light switch and drowned, turning off the lights and ridiculously powering off the water. _Finally, a stroke of luck!_ Gordon thought.

The next room showed a security turret that quickly shot up a scientist and killed a troop of eight headcrabs. Gordon did some sandworming to just underneath the ledge the turret was on, and found the switch, powering it off. He went to the room that had previously been infested with headcrabs, and found some stairs. At the top he found a security guard. Gordon signed, "Come on, let's go!" before the guard had time to respond.

In the next room, several alien creatures with shock collars on their necks, probably slaves, decided to kill him. Gordon rushed behind it as the guard shot it up, going on a shotgun rampage. A slave teleported right behind Gordon's new friend and killed him with a burst of electricity. Gordon had fun scratching it do death with its own hands.

Gordon exited the offices and ran up some stairs. He didn't have fun being shot at by a turret and having headcrabs jumping at him from every direction, but he survived. He found a meat locker and went in. He found and killed several headcrabs and bullsquids, then activating a ceiling transport that uselessly went back and forth. He climbed through a grate, up a ladder and finally onto the transport. A grate on the other side led him to a room packed with barnacles.

Freeman quickly killed them with ease and went through a new duct to a hallway. A scientist jumped out of a window with a zombie following close behind, forgot to look forward and fell down an elevator shaft. _Crappy way to go, _Freeman thought. At least the zombie died too. Gordon climbed through a series of ladders to the top of an elevator. He dropped in and pressed the "surface" button. The elevator started moving, but not in the direction Freeman wanted and certainly not at the right speed. Gordon Freeman plummeted several levels to his death, remembering the scientists who met the same fate as he.


	4. We've got Hostiles

**I'm back! Sorry for not posting in a while :( Writing's just not my thing.**

Gordon turned a corner, noticing a morphine station. He quickly recovered his injuries, after injecting some straight into his arm. He rested for a couple of hours, after being electrified by the HEV charger. _Note to self: Don't abuse drugs_, he thought to himself later. He plugged in his HEV, and soon after saw a scientist barrel toward the silo control room.

"Open the silo door!" he yelled, smashing on the glass. The guard, reaching for the switch, turned around. Something was making a noise in the ducts. A zombie soon reached out, took him by the head, and dragged him into the ducts. _For the love of-_, Freeman thought. He had to think this, as he could not talk.

The scientist ran, screaming, to the corridor to his left. An infrared beam, invisible to the man but visible to the HEV, was in his path. The scientist ran straight through it. A loud BANG! Ensued, and a skull hit Gordon in his unprotected head. He went back to recharge on morphine, before realizing he had used all of it getting wasted. He proceeded to hit his head upon the most convenient wall possible.

Freeman went through the hall, noticing more, lower frequency lasers. He tried to jump them, but ultimately failed, his torso being completely exposed. Preparing for death, Gordon quickly converted to Christianity.

Realizing that he wasn't dead, Freeman looked up, grabbed his emergency moral support, and threw it into the air. The Bible quickly morphed into gunshots and shreds of paper. He looked around a mesh next to the box he was behind, and promptly had his glasses shot off by a military grade turret. Luckily, his HEV suit came with laser eye surgery!

Gordon, ever resourceful, threw a grenade at the turret. After the explosion and a ton of smoke coming off of the turret, Gordon wondered why it had shot The Bible and not his grenade. _Atheists,_ he thought, before realizing he was one now.

His happy thoughts were cut off as a headcrab jumped at his head. He took out his assault shotgun and fired off eighteen bullets into the bugger. And another. And another.

Around the corner from where he was, Gordon saw an explosive laser. He, after realizing he had taught himself how to limbo while wasted, limboed under them. He came to the kitchen, remembering the unappetizing gruel he had been given there many a day. He grabbed an assault rifle that was resting on a countertop as some slaves teleported right next to the stove.

He pulled down on the trigger and missed forty-eight of his fifty rounds. The two that hit though, hit each one in the eye and killed it. Gordon, shrugging, walked on, over a laser and into a room stacked with boxes. A couple of slaves warped in, activating four turrets and becoming holes with little pieces of flesh in-between.

This time, Gordon felt like being a badass. He grabbed his shotgun from his back, rushed in, got shot, and rushed back out. _Never mind. _He just threw his last grenades and hoped for the best. The best, luckily, had just happened. No more guns and tripods and stuff!

Gordon saw a big red door with a big red button, and hit the button with his crowbar. Headcrabs started screaming left, right and centre. Where did they come from? Gordon didn't care; shot some; realized the door was closing; and limboed under.

After climbing a stack of crates, he saw a gaping elevator shaft at the far end of a room. He jumped down and slipped on the wet floor. He dropped a grenade, and grabbed on to the corner. He saw the customary smoke of destroyed turrets. _How did that happen?_ He wondered, just as he saw the pin in his hand. _Ooooooh._

He saw a ladder, climbed up, and witnessed a scientist pleading with a soldier. The soldier spared no mercy and blew off his head. So much for rescue. Now, Gordon liked the U.S. government as much as the next guy, but now he hated them even more.

The next 20 minutes passed in a blur. All Gordon could remember was killing soldiers, smashing barnacles with a crowbar, running on a conveyor belt backwards and killing more soldiers. He would later wonder why he had a human heart in his hand, and why is had a bite mark in it.

He came to an elevator. He rode up: to the surface. He sprinted past bullet fire, dodged an airstrike, watched a soldier get hit with an airstrike, and climbed into a small bunker. So much for the surface. As he climbed down the ladder, Freeman briefly reflected on his life. Then, after getting down, he forgot all about his reflections when a pile of debris fell down an elevator shaft. He jumped to the bottom, riding on a cable that the soldiers were using to get into the shaft. He strangled one, then shot the others old school style.

Gordon did a fumigation of the duct in front of him; namely throwing a grenade into it. He crawled through, coming to another shaft. He saw yet another duct, but it was quite far down. He jumped from platform to platform, looking at the giant fan beneath him. His sweat dripped down from his forehead, landed on the platform, and he slipped on it. First he lost his right middle toe. That was his favourite one. His feet got chopped, then his legs, then his ribcage, and finally his heart. Gordon's last thought were, _At least I won't be eaten by aliens._ Two bullchickens that were hiding under the fan loped out and ate his remains like spaghetti. So much for that.


	5. Blast Pit pt 1

**Don't worry that it's so short. I'm saving the most interesting bit for part 2 :) Don't worry, you still get your gruesome death that you expect :D**

Gordon, after opening Silo D, moved on, noting a wooden barricade blocking up the passage. He ploughed into it with a crowbar, and soon destroyed it. Looking onward, he saw a little booth with a switch. He threw the switch, like any reasonable human being would.

An elevator came down, and Gordon leapt inside. He saw, at the bottom of the elevator, something wonderful. _A tram?_ Gordon, annoyed but relieved, jumped in and started flicking switches. Soon he was at full speed.

A houndeye loped in front of the raging tram, getting squished into several limbs and a stray eyeball, and bullchickens shot globs of acidic mucus at him, only hitting each other. Freeman last saw them tussling before…

The tram suddenly went out of control, as if somebody had pressed the 'nitrous' button on a car. It swerved like crazy along its curving rail and suddenly derailed on to a wooden ramp, sending him flying into a pool of glowing, radioactive, goo.

Luckily, there was a simple box next to him. He jumped atop it, bouncing from crate to crate to avoid pieces of mucus burning a hole through his body. He grabbed his shotgun, jumped over the bullchicken and shot in the general direction gravity was pulling him.

An exposed pipe caught Gordon's eye just as he was about to give in to despair. He balanced on it, and saw that it lead to an opening. He walked along the pipe until he got to the opening. He swung inside until he got to an open room.

Freeman jumped out of the pipe, seeing more every which way. He jumped onto the highest one possible, but decided to use his old skills with monkey bars to swing across. A bullchicken was down in some radioactive glop beneath him, so he hip fired his trusty pistol. It hit it straight in the eye, causing it to thrash around and dip its socket into the waste, incapacitating it.

He continued to swing along pipes until he came to an open lift. He jumped on and let it take him up, until he arrived at a catwalk. There was a 'bridge' leading to a 15.24 metre drop. Gordon thought in metric, being an intellectual. He pondered the irrelevancy of that train of thought, until he looked up. There were houndeyes and bullchickens and headcrabs, oh my!

Gordon saw a little barrel with his favourite symbol, and shot it. The bridge entirely dissipated, leaving little bits of houndeye and one survivor intact.

He made an enormous jump across the hole, but stumbled and staggered into the next room. He was still stumbling when he saw the glass in front of him. CRASH!

The last thing Freeman saw before he fell to his death was a flash of green.

**DUN DUN DUN DUUUUUUN!**


End file.
